before in their relationship, this complete dissimilarity of
outlook was not conducive to John's happiness.
But in the autumn of 1939, some at any rate of our pro-
blems lay hidden in the future and here we were, crammed
into a car, minus any animal for once in our lives (but that
was a deficiency quickly remedied!), stopping at Salisbury
for luncheon and to show Evguenia die cathedral and
spending the night at the George Inn at Glastonbury
where I remember the radio giving us hair-raising warnings
of the * secret weapons* threatened by Hitler.
Hitler .,. and now for a complete digression. As we sat
and listened to his threats of total war, as we reflected upon
what he had already done to Poland, our minds went back
inevitably to the one occasion when we had actually seen
him in person.
It was during the spring of 1938 when Mussolini brought
him to Florence and such preparations were made for his
reception as the Florentines are never likely to forget. From
house to house across the narrow streets and across the
facades of the ancient palaces were hung great swathes of
evergreens studded with brightly-coloured fruits such as
were beloved of Mantegna and Crivelli. Every house in
the city, including our own, was supplied with silken flags,
hand-painted and fringed, which displayed the devices oi
the city-guilds of Tuscany: dragons and tortoises, Lambs ol
God and geese mounted on velvet-covered halberds, hung
beneath every window and formed a continuous archway
across the Ponte Vecchio and the Por Santa Maria. And
through this pageant of mediaeval beauty, standing beside
him in a modern car driven at walking pace, through
streets lined with angry Florentines who refused to applaud,
in a silence that no coercion could exorcize, the Duce drove
his honoured guest, Adolf Hitler. An unimpressive-looking
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